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Chapter one 


Author's Notes: 
Just want to thank Bella Cheval for letting me use some of the folks from her own stories. It was her work 


that inspired me to write my own Metallica fic. 


Chapter One: 

"Hey James, some chick just dropped this off for you." 

James Hetfield looked up to see Gio walking towards him with an envelope in his hand. 
"What is it?" he asked, taking the envelope when Gio handed it to him and staring at it. 
Gio shrugged. 


"The gal said it was important that what ever is in there got to you as soon as possible," he said. 


"Hey, man, what's that?" Lars asked, walking over to see what it was that James had. 

"| don't know," he replied, tearing the envelope open to find a folded up piece of paper. 

He took the paper out of the envelope and unfolded it. It was a letter. 

"Well?" Lars asked. 

"Its a letter," James said, looking it over. 

"What does it say?" 

‘It says, ‘James, nineteen years ago you left me without a word in a cheap motel outside of LA. Six weeks 
later | found out you left me with a little souvenir. Nine months later Frankie was born. | told Frankie about 
you and that you two should meet. Here's the address for the boarding house Frankie lives in. | hope you two 


get along.-Madeline Jorgenson Howard." 


James just stood there staring at the letter in shock. He had a nineteen year old son or daughter, and he was 


just now finding out about him or her. 
"James, you alright man?" Lars asked his friend. 


"Yeah. Just a little bit surprised, that's all," he said. 


"What's going on over here?" Kirk asked, walking up when he noticed Lars staring at James who was staring at 


a piece of paper. 

"James just got some rather interesting news," Lars said. 

"What type of news?" Kirk asked, looking at James. 

"I just found out | have a nineteen year old kid," he said. 

"Do you have a son or a daughter?" 

"Who's got a son or a daughter?" Robert asked, joining the conversation. 

"| do," James said, "problem is that | don't know if I've got a son or a daughter." 
"Doesn't the letter say?" Kirk asked. 


James shook his head. 


"No," he said, "it just says ‘Frankie’ 

"Well if the kid's name is Frankie, then it's obvious that Frankie is a boy," Lars said. 

"What if it's a girl and her name's Francis but she goes by Frankie instead?" Robert asked. 

"Either way this is fucked up," James said, crumpling the letter up, "How am | going to explain this to Fran?" 
"With a lot of guts, and a phone," Lars said, "and pray she'll understand" 

James sighed heavily. 

"Where does Frankie live?" Kirk asked. 

James uncrumpled the letter and looked at the bottom of the page. 


"It says here Frankie lives in San Francisco at the Vasquez Boarding House," he said, "So finding the kid won't be 


too hard." 
"What are you going to do?" Robert asked. 


"Go and meet my son or daughter," James replied, "Frankie was told | would come to visit, and thats what I'm 


going to do." 

"You want one of us to come with you?" Lars asked. 

If you want to tag along, go ahead," James replied, "I don't care." 
"We'll all go with you then," Kirk said. 


James only shook his head. 
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"Frankie, is my dress done yet?" the young blonde woman asked. 
"No, Lucinda, it's not" 


"Will it be ready soon? The Winter Formal is next week and | need that dress soon so | can | have pictures 


taken in it before the dance." 


"I told you it would be ready in two days, and when it's in done in two days, I'll let you know." 


The blonde sighed. 
"Fine. Call me when it's ready." she said, then she walked out of the room. 


"God, what a bitch," Frankie murmured, turning around to resume work on the dress Lucinda Perez, daughter 


of the influential Perez family, had asked to have made. 


Frankie had no idea that in a few days, some rather important guests would be coming to visit. 


Chapter two 


Chapter Two 
"Pick up the phone and call her," Lars said, pushing the phone towards James, "because if you don't, | will” 
Damn him, James thought, glaring at his short statured friend, Hed do it too. 


They where all in James's hotel room, and Lars was trying to get him to call his wife and tell her about the 


letter he'd gotten earlier in the day. 
"Come on, man, pick up the phone and call her," Lars said, "it won't kill you to do it" 
"Fine, lll call her if you leave me alone," James said 

"All righty then, we'll be waiting," Lars said, standing up and walking towards the door. 
"Good luck, man," Robert said, following Lars. 

"Go slow and don't say anything right away," Kirk said, then he was gone too. 

Sighing, James waited for a minute before he picked up the phone and then he hesitated. 


Do | really want to do this? he thought, Do / really want fo call my wife and fell her about the illegitimate son or 
daughter | just learned about? And what if the kid's not even mine? 


He sat there staring at the phone, then decided to make the call anyways. 

"Hello?" a sleepy voice asked 

"Hey, Franny, it's me," he said. 

"James, it's three in the morning here," Fran said, “isn't a little early for a call home?" 


"Yeah, | know, and I'm sorry that | woke you up, but there's something really important that | need to talk to 


you about," James said. 
"Can't it wait?" 
"Um, no, it can't really." 


"Alright, fine," Fran said, "what is so important that it can't wait?" 


James took a deep breath before he spoke. 
"Well," he said, " earlier today | got a letter from a woman | met at a show in LA, nineteen, twenty years ago." 


"You called me to tell me about that?" 


say anything. 

"The woman is claiming what James?" Fran asked. 

"that I'm the father of her nineteen year old kid," he said at last. 

There was absolute silence on Fran's end of the line. 

"Franny, are you still there?" James asked, worried that she'd just put the phone down and walked away. 
"Yes, lm still here," she said. 

"Are you alright?" 

"l'm fine, just a little surprised, that's all." 

"You're not mad at me, are you?" James asked, 


"No, I'm not mad at you," Fran said, "why would | be mad at you? What's done is done, but tell me, what are 


you going to do?" 

"Go and meet with Frankie," James said, "The kid's mom told him, or her, | would come to meet them." 
"So you don't know if this Frankie is a boy or a girl?" Fran asked. 

"Nope, all | know is Frankie lives in San Francisco," James replied. 

"So Frankie lives here some where?" Fran asked. 

"Yes," James replied, "I just can't ignore this." 


"No, you can't, and I'm glad you called to tell me about it instead of trying to hide it," Fran said, "but can we 
talk about this a little more in detail when you get home?" 


"Sure, no problem, sweetheart," James said, "I'll see you in a couple of days." 


"Alright. | love you." 

"| love you too, ‘bye," James said, then he hung up the phone. 

A minute later the door opened and Lars, with Kirk and Robert following him, waltzed back into the room. 
"Well?" he asked, dropping down into one of the chairs in the room. 

"We're going to talk about it when | get home,” James replied, "before | go to meet Frankie." 

"She's not mad?" Kirk asked. 

"Nope, just a little bit surprised and shocked" 

| told you nothing bad would happen," Lars said. 

"No you didn't," James said, "you threatened to call Fran on your own if | didn't" 

"Whatever." Lars said, standing up again, "I'll see you guys in the morning.” 

"Yeah, | better go to," Robert said, "| told Danni | wouldn't be gone long." 

‘Not a word of this to anybody," James said, "This stays between us until | say so." 

"Don't worry, man, we won't say anything to anybody," Kirk said, "you know we wouldn't" 

"We'll kill ourselves first before we give up your secret," Robert said, grinning. 

"Good night guys," James said. 

"Testy, testy," Lars said as he walked to the door. 

Without waiting for anybody to say anything, he was gone. Kirk and Robert followed him a minute or later. 


For the next half an hour, James just sat and thought about the letter he'd received. 


Chapter three 


Author's Notes: 
If chapter four seems a little short, | apologize. It was short when | wrote it down the other day. 


And thank you to those who gave me good reviews. Good reviews keep the story, and me, going. 


Chapter Three 
"Hey Frankiell" 


Frankie looked up, thinking she had heard something over the blaring music coming from her stereo, and 


shrugged before she went back to work on the dress she was hemming up. 


"FRANCIS MAUREEN JORGENSON!! YOUR MOTHER IS ON THE PHONE!!" 


Okay, that time | definitely heard what Ming Na said she thought as she turned the music's volume down and 


moved away from her sewing dummy. 
"Ive got it Ming Nall" she yelled as she picked up the phone and sighed. She really hated talking to her mother. 
“Alright, honl!" 


/ wish she wouldnt call me that. Frankie thought as she closed her bedroom door, then turned her attention to 
the phone. 


"Hello?" 

"Hello, Frankie, dear, how are you?" Madeline Jorgenson-Howard asked 
"Good, but why are you calling me?" 

"Frankie, can't | call to see how you're doing?" Madeline asked. 


"Mom, this is the third time you've called me in the last month," Frankie replied, "What's going on? Did the 


dickhead not come home or something?" 
"Sweetie, | really wish you wouldn't call John by that name." 


"Why not? That's what he is, and they say you are what you eat," Frankie said. 


"Francis! That was totally uncalled for!" Madeline exclaimed. 


"Well it's true. He conned you into leaving me with Mrs. Vasquez so he could move you to New Jersey so he 
could be ‘closer to home'" Frankie said, "You know that all of his family lives in North Dakota." 


"We didn't leave you, honey, John just thought you would've been happier staying in California with all of your 
friends instead of being moved back east with us." 


"And how right he was," Frankie said, "now what is it that you want? Im busy’ 

‘Remember when you turned thirteen and | gave you my old Metallica albums?" Madeline asked. 

"Yeah, | remember, and | still have them," Frankie said, “what does that have to do with you calling me?" 
"Well, what if | told you sweetie, that one of the original three was your father?" 

Frankie was floored. She just stood there staring at the phone. 

"Frankie? Frankie, are you still there?" 

"Could you say that again, mom, please. 


"James Hetfield, Lars Ulrich, or Kirk Hammet, one of them, could be your biological father," Madeline said, "And 
might be coming to see you. | sent one of them a letter talking about you and | put down your address too." 


"Mom, I've gotta go," Frankie said, then she hung up the phone. 
Holy shit. she thought, running one hand through her pink and purple hair. Holy shit. Im the bastard love child of 
either James Hetfield, Lars Ulrich, or Kirk Hammet. My father is an original member of Metallica. But who is it and 


when is he coming to see me? 


Forgetting the dress she'd been working on, Frankie left her room to go for a long, long walk to think things 


over. 
She headed down stairs and out the front door. 


"Frankie, where are you going?" Mrs. Vasquez, the woman who owned and ran the boarding house, asked the 


young woman as she walked down the front steps. 
"For a walk," she replied, "I'll be back soon" 


"Well be careful. It's starting to get dark," Mrs. Vasquez said. 


Frankie only nodded as she walked off down the street. 


She needed some time alone to think, and to be alone, before her ‘father’ showed up at the house to see her. 


Chapter four 


Chapter Four 


"Hey James, | heard you've got yourself a son or daughter back in California," Danni, Robert's fiancee, said 


when she found James sitting alone, and unnoticed, in the hotel lounge. 
He looked up at her, surprise very evident in his eyes. 
"Who told you?" He asked. 


"I heard you guys talking last night," Danni said, sitting down across from him, "don't worry, | won't say a word 


to anyone about this" 

"Thanks. 

"Have you told Fran yet?" 

"Yeah, and she wasn't mad. Just a little surprised," James said. 


"That's good," Danni said, "so, | also heard you're going to look for this Frankie kid when you get back to 


California." 
"Yep, I'm curious to see if | have a nineteen-year-old son or daughter.” 
"What do you think Frankie is? A young man or a young lady?" 


‘I'm guessing that Frankie is a young man, just going by the name," James said, "but Frankie could also be a 


young woman too." 

"The kid's mother never said?" Danni asked. 

James shook his head. 

"Nope. All the kid's mom mentioned in the letter was that someday Frankie and | would meet." 


"I wonder why the kid's mother didn't mention if Frankie was a boy or a girl," Danni said, tapping the table top 


with one finger. 
"| don't know," James said, "maybe she wants to surprise me or she thought it wasn't important" 


‘It's strange though," Danni said, “usually when one finds out they have a love child, the mother let's the 


father know if it's a boy or a girl” 
"She was probably afraid | wouldn't do anything about it and tell her to fuck off or something," James said. 
"Hey, did Lars tell you we're going with you when you go to meet Frankie?" Danni asked. 


"No, he never said a word to me," James said, "but | did say that if you guys wanted to tag along, you could. | 


don't care." 

"Where in California exactly does Frankie live?" 

"San Francisco. In a boarding house or something of that nature." 

"Then this should be a fun reunion," Danni said, smiling. 

"It might be," James said, "We won't know until we get there." 

"So, are you nervous?" Danni asked. 

"A little," James replied, "wouldn't you be nervous if you found out you had a kid you never knew about?" 


"| would be," Danni said, "but don't you think it would be kind of hard for me to have a kid and not know about 
it?" 


"You know what | mean." 


"Of course | do," Danni said, "so don't worry about what's going to happen James, things are going to be okay, 
and Frankie might like you." 


"You're such a comforting presence, Danni." 

"| know, that's why you guys love me," she said, smiling sweetly at him. 
James shook his head and stood up, then walked away. 

Danni watched him walk off, smiling to herself. 


Yeah, things are going to okay, she thought, then she stood up and headed in the same direction that James had 


gone. 


Chapter five 


Chapter Five 


Frankie and her friend Ingrid, a young woman who had just moved to the states from Denmark, where sitting 
on the front steps of the house talking when a car pulled up to the front curb. 


"Do you know them?" Ingrid asked, looking at Frankie 

"No," she said, watching as four men and one woman left the car, "but | know who they are” 
"Who?" Ingrid asked 

"Metallica," Frankie replied "One of those guys is my father, Ingrid, but | don't know which one." 
"You told me only three of them might be your father," Ingrid said, "and | see four men’ 


"The guy that's standing next to the woman, near the back of the car, he doesn't count," Frankie said, "he's the 


new guy." 

"Oh, so the other three guys are the ones your mother told you about?" 

"Yes," Frankie said, watching as the group stood talking and watching them. 

"Are you going to greet them or just sit here?" Ingrid asked 

"Im just going to sit here," Frankie said, watching the group standing in front of the gate 
"You should go down there," Ingrid said, watching as the visitors started up the front walk 
"Nope," Frankie said, "Ill let them come to me." 

She took a deep breath and let it out slowly. 


She was about to either meet her father, or have her day, and dreams, shot to hell. 
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"Is this the right place?" Lars asked, looking between James and the house they stood before. 


"Yeah," James said, "This is the Vasquez Boarding House." 


"What kind of boarding house is it?" Lars asked, looking at the front steps where two young women sat talking. 
One was blond, wearing a blue sundress and matching sandals, the other young woman had pink and purple hair 
that was pulled back into a ponytail. She was dressed in a white tank top, camouflage shorts, and she had on 
black and white high-top sneakers. 


"Be nice, Lars," Danni said, "One of them might be Frankie's girlfriend." 


"Yeah, they might also know if Frankie's here or not," Kirk said, then he opened the gate and headed up the 


front walk. 

"Let's go," Danni said, following Kirk with Robert right behind her. 

"After you," Lars said to James. 

They followed the others up the walkway and to the front porch. 

"May we help you?" the blond girl asked, looking up at them. 

"Yeah, could you tell us if Frankie Jorgenson is here?" Kirk asked. 

"Present," the girl with pink and purple hair said. 

"You're Frankie Jorgenson?" James asked. 

"Yep," the girl said, "I'm Francis Jorgenson" 

"See | told you Frankie was a girl," Robert said. 

Danni punched him in the shoulder and glared at him. 

"What was that for?" He asked. 

"For being an ass," she said, "hush up and be quiet. We're just observers here right now." 
"Sorry, but | was just pointing out that | was right about Frankie being a girl" 
"And you're right, now be quiet 

Frankie glanced at the arguing couple, then looked at James again 


‘I've been sitting here waiting for you guys to show up," she said, looking between James, Kirk, and Lars, "So, 


which one of you is my dad?" 


Chapter six 

Chapter Six 

"Huh?" was the answer Frankie got. 

"What did you say?" Lars asked, stepping closer to the young woman 
‘| said, which one of you is my father?" Frankie replied. 

‘| was told | was," James said. 


"Are you sure about that?" Frankie asked, looking at him, "because my mom called me a few days ago and said 
one of you three," she looked between James, Lars, and Kirk, "was my father." 


"This is just fucking wonderful," Lars said, "Your mother doesn't know who it was that knocked her up?" 
"Nope. She doesn't." 
"Then what makes her believe one of us is your father?" Kirk asked. 


"The lady who owns the house, Mrs. Vasquez, saw mom leave with a member of the band after the concert 


they went too," Frankie replied. 


"There were four members in the band back then too," James said. 


Frankie sighed dejectedly and sat back down 

"What's wrong?" Danni asked the girl 

"Everything," she said, looking down at the ground, 

"Frankie, what about Elliots father?" Ingrid asked, "Couldn't he help you?" 
"Why would he want too? He can't stand me," Frankie said 


"Who's Elliot and how can his dad help?" Lars asked. 


Frankie looked up at him. 

"Elliot is Frankie's boyfriend," Ingrid said before Frankie could open her mouth. 

"His dad works for the SFPD in their crime lab," Frankie said, glaring at Ingrid, "He's a DNA specialist." 
"Would he help?" Kirk asked, "If you were to ask him?" 

Frankie shrugged. 

"If he liked me, Mr. Johnson would help," she said, "but like | said, he can't stand me." 

"Why doesn't he like you?" Danni asked. 


"Elliot had the chance to go to Harvard this fall," Frankie said, "but he refused to leave because of me and so 
now his father blames me for his son deciding to get a job instead of go to school." 


"Speaking of Elliot," Ingrid said, "I think | hear him coming." 
Everyone heard a faint clacking sound that was getting closer. 


"Ingrid, could you take these guys around back and introduce them to Mrs. Vasquez while | talk to Elliot?" 
Frankie asked. 


As she said that, a young man on a skateboard came into view from around the corner. 

Ingrid stood up and smoothed the wrinkles from her skirt, then looked at the others. 

"Follow me," she said, smiling, "Mrs. Vasquez is around back." 

"Watch out for Tiny," Frankie said as James and his group followed Ingrid around one corner of the house. 


As they disappeared from sight, the young man with the skateboard come through the front gate and up the 


walk way. 


Frankie plastered a smile on her face and turned to face him, hoping he would listen to her story then help her 


get his dad to help her figure out who she belonged too. 


Chapter seven 
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Chapter Seven 
"Mrs. Vasquez, is Tiny in her pen?" Ingrid called before she opened the back gate. 
"Yes, she is Ingrid," came the reply. 


"Thank you," Ingrid said as she pushed the gate open and walked into the back yard with the guests following 


her. 
While she shut the gate, Ingrid said, 


"Go ahead and go around back if you want too. I'm pretty sure Mrs. Vasquez has put out refreshments for 


you." 


‘Let's go guys," Danni said, "if this will help clear up the situation, then there's no need to be shy. 


Ingrid watched in amusement, and little bit of surprise, as the petite red-headed woman marched off down the 


walk-way and disappeared around the corner of the house. 


"Please gentlemen," Ingrid said, walking ahead of the group, "Mrs. Vasquez won't bite you, she might drool all 


over you since she is a fan, but the most harm she'll do is feed you until you vomit." 
"Feed us?" Lars asked as he, James, Kirk and Robert followed the tall blond girl. 


"Mrs. Vasquez treats those of us who live here at the house, and anyone who visits her, as family, so that 


means she's either made a big lunch or dinner." 


"Are you coming or not?" Danni asked, looking around the corner of the house. 

"We're comin" Lars said. 

Danni smiled and disappeared again. 

"You want me to ask my dad to do what?" Elliot Johnson, Frankie's boyfriend, asked. 

‘| want you to ask your dad to help me,” she replied. 

"Why?" 

"Because the man who could be my father is around back with Ingrid and Mrs. Vasquez right now." 
Elliot sighed as he leaned his skateboard against the front porch rail 

He and Frankie where sitting on the porch swing, and he was still trying to process what she had told him. 
"Why is it so important that you meet your father?" he asked. 

"Because | want too, and if you won't ask your father to help me, I'll do it myself," Frankie said. 
"He'd have you arrested just for walking up to him," Elliot said, crossing his arms over his chest. 
"Please ask him for me?" Frankie asked, leaning against his side and putting her head on his shoulder. 
"He'll just ignore me." 


"Please, Elliot," Frankie said, putting her right hand on his left thigh. She felt his twitch and knew she was close 


to making him crack. 
"Or have me arrested for asking for you.” 


"Elliot, this is the first favor | have ever asked from you," she said, moving her hand slightly. "Please do this 
for me, Elliot." 


He sighed. 
"Let me meet this guy you think is your dad," Elliot said, "and then l'll see what | can do." 


"Thank you!" Frankie cried, hugging him before she jumped to her feet and grabbed his hands, tugging on them. 


"Come on." 


"If my body turns up in the bay and | come back as a ghost, you're the first person I'm gonna haunt because 
my dad's gonna kill me," Elliot said, standing up. 


"Oh, you'll be fine," Frankie said, dragging him off of the front porch and around to the back gate. 
He only snorted. 


"Elliot, l'm serious about this. It's really important that | find out who my father is and it would really mean a 


lot to me if you where with me." 

Elliot sighed again as he put one arm around Frankie's shoulders and pulled her against his side. 

"Just like you when | was looking for my mom," he said quietly, "only to find out that she didn't want me." 
Frankie hugged him. 

"You have me," she said as she pushed open the gate and they passed through it to the back yard. 

"If you say so," Elliot said, pushing the gate closed. 

Frankie pulled away from him and punched him in the shoulder. 

"Ow, what was that for?" he asked. 

"For being a smart ass," she replied as they rounded the corner of the house. 

"| wasn't being a smart ass," Elliot said. 


"What ever," Frankie said when they reached the back yard proper and came into view of the group sitting 
under the maple tree that dominated most of the yard. 


Elliot's come back died when he saw who was sitting under the tree with Ingrid and Mrs. Vasquez, then he 


fainted. 


"So, that's Frankie's boyfriend?" James asked, looking at the young man who was laying passed out on the 


ground while Ingrid and Frankie where trying to wake him up. 
"Yes," Mrs. Vasquez said, shaking her head, "That's Elliot. He lives up the street with his father." 
"Frankie said that Elliot's dad works for the police department," Kirk said, looking at Mrs. Vasquez. 


She nodded and leaned back in her chair. 


"Yes. Elliot Sr. does work for the San Francisco Police Department. He's a DNA specialist." 


"Ingrid said he could us figure out who fathered the girl," Lars said, "but Frankie said that the boys dad doesn't 
like her." 


"He just doesn't like her because she dropped out of high school and because of her, Elliot refuses to go to 
college outside of the state," Mrs. Vasquez said. 


Everyone looked at Elliot when he sat up, looking around. 

"Where am |? Why am | on the ground?" he asked, holding his head. 

"We're in Mrs. Vaquez's back yard and you fainted," Frankie said. 

"| did?" Elliot asked. Frankie nodded. "Why?" 

"Because of them," Ingrid said, gesturing towards James and company. 

Elliot looked in the direction Ingrid was pointing. 

He gasped and almost fell over again, but Frankie's arm around his shoulders kept him sitting up right. 
"Frankie, Metallica is here," he said, looking at her. 

"| know," she said, smiling. 

"They're drinking lemonade with Mrs. V." 

"| know, Elliot," Frankie said. 

"Why are they here?" 

"Well," she said, sitting down next to him, "they're here because they need some help." 
That's when it clicked in Elliot's head. 

"One of them is your father?" he asked, looking at his girlfriend. "Or so you think?" 
"Uh-huh," she said. 

"Which one is your father?" 


"That's why we need your dad to help us," Frankie said, "I don't know which one is my dad, except for Robert 


there. He doesn't count" 

"Okay," Elliot said, "you want me to help you figure out who your dad is by asking my dad to help?" 
"Yog" 

Elliot sighed and put his head in his hands. 

There was a lorg silence for about five or ten minutes. 

"Alright," he said, looking up again, "I'll ask him to help." 

"You already said that," Frankie said. 

"I know | did, but they didn't know | agreed to help because they weren't out front with us," he said. 
"What do we need to do?" James asked, drawing Elliot's attention to him. 


"Give me a week and I'll call Frankie. She'll let you guys know what's going on," he said, "but if my dad won't help 
us, then his lab assistant will. He's a bigger fan then Mrs. V is." 


"Thank you, Elliot," Frankie said, leaning over and kissing him on the cheek. 
"You're.welcome," he said, turning bright red. 

"Hey, do you guys like karaoke?" Frankie asked, looking at the group in front of her. 
James, Lars, Kirk, Robert and Danni looked at one another, then looked at Frankie again. 
"Well?" 

"Why the hell not," Danni said, "You know of some place to go?" 


The men only sighed and shook their heads. 


